PUPPETS THROUGH AMERICA
quintuplet. It looked formidable and out of proportion,
and formidable it was in the end; you cannot fill up five
official forms and pay eight shillings for the privilege with-
out setting a complicated bureaucracy to work. We paid in
time and money before we saw the end of those five forms
that covered and took care of our small puppet theatre.
" Well, and how are you?   And have you had a good
trip?"
Like two feeble gentlefolk in reduced circumstances we
stood on the New York quay, struggling with the strange
atmosphere, searching for a brave bearing and a gallant
poise with which to meet America and a crowd of friends.
In that honest-to-goodness centre of being where one speaks
to oneself, I was saying that the steamship advertisements
were misleading and that we had not had a good trip. Of
what avail is a neat picture of a ship divided into tiny cabins,
and specimen menus, and portraits of a cheerful purser and
a trusty captain against the Atlantic Ocean?
It was not a trip at all. It was a world without end of
nagging movement without a second of respite. We were
a day late in arriving, and for eleven days the ship had
bumped, plunged, rolled, heaved and jogged its way through
a more or less persistent gale. Day and night, hour after
hour, every minute it had moved forward against the rest-
less waves, rising, falling, swinging and shuddering. The
gale roared and hissed, a harsh, cold wind roaring over the
malignant ocean, lashing the waves into foam which dashed
over the ship in stinging showers. We staggered and
OTestled continually with unseen powers. We grew tired
and weak with living on one side, with being tipped back-
wards and forwards, with clinging to furniture that tilted
unexpectedly and continued to tilt until you and the furni-
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